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- - Hr land on the edge of town, and Lisa’s house was on a 
J street that ran along one side of it. Her bedroom 
window stared straight at the huge, decaying mansion. It had 
been empty for as long as she could remember. But this evening, 
just before sunset, a van had pulled up in front of the house. Two 
men had unloaded a couple of large boxes from the back and 
driven off. 

“Have you seen anybody yet?” asked Chris, her brother, from 
behind her. 

“No. Just the two removal men. I wonder who would buy such 
an ugly old place?” 

Chris shrugged. “Ugly old people?” he suggested. Lisa 
snickered, and followed him down to the dinner table. 
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That night, she dreamed that a beautiful 
princess had moved into the Muller house, 
and she wanted Lisa to come and stay with 
her. So Lisa moved into the house, and 
there she found everything she had ever 
wanted, all waiting for her. 

Lisa woke up in the middle of the night 
feeling strange. She felt jumpy and cranky, 
like she was hungry. The dream was still 
clear in her mind, however, and she 
slipped out of bed and went to her window. 

The windows of the abandoned house 
were dark. But its ancient walls seemed to 
shimmer in the moonlight, as if they were 
magically clean and white again. She 
stared at it for a while, then shook her head 
and went back to bed. 



Chris stepped forwards and rapped on 
the heavy wooden door. After a moment, 
the front door creaked open, and a man 
stood there. He smiled when he saw Lisa 
and her brother. “Hello. Can I help you?” 
“Uh, hi,” Chris began. “I’m Chris Cole 
and this is my sister, Lisa. We live in the 
house across the field. We saw you move in 
yesterday and came over to meet you.” 
The man nodded, still smiling. “My 
name is Benjamin. My daughter, Brinn, 
and I’ve just bought this house.” 

“So you have a daughter?” Lisa asked 
abruptly, remembering her dream. 

“Yes. But she hasn’t arrived yet. Maybe 
you could come over this evening after 
dinner? I’m sure she’d like to meet you.” 
“Sure,” Lisa said. “I’d love to.” 

“OK,” agreed Chris. “See you later.” 

As they walked back home, Chris asked 
Lisa, “Why were you so rude to him when 
he said he had a daughter?” 

“I - I had a dream about the house.” 
Chris spun around and stared at her. 
“What do you mean?” 

She stopped, surprised by his reaction. 
“I dreamed that a princess lived there. And 
that she was very lonely and wanted me to 
come and live with her. And she gave me 
diamonds and jewellery and all sorts of 
lavish and wonderful things.” 

Chris stared at her. “Me, too! I mean, I 
had a dream about the Muller house, too.” 
Lisa’s mouth dropped open. “Yeah? Was 
there a princess?” 

Chris shook his head. “No. I dreamed it 
was more like a museum, with all sorts of 
old swords and armour and stuff!” 

Lisa didn’t know what to think. She and 
Chris had always been very close, but they 
had never shared the same dreams. “This 
is really weird, Chris,” she said. 



- mh he next morning, Chris surprised 
— J her by asking if she wanted to 

check out the new people at the 
"" Muller house. Still thinking about 
her dream, Lisa agreed quickly. 

They got dressed, then picked their way 
across the field. As they got closer to the 
house, Lisa could see that the broken 
windows had been boarded up. The 
remaining ones had heavy blinds drawn. 

They came round to the front of the 
house, and Chris stepped on to the porch. 

“Wait, Chris!” Lisa whispered loudly. 
“What if someone's home?” 

“Well why else are we here?” he 
snapped. “If you’re too afraid, go home!” 
She thought about it, but then she 
remembered her dream. There was no way 
she was going to miss out on this one. “Go 
ahead and knock,” she said. 



I 








That night, after dinner, they told their 
mother they were going to visit the new 
girl, Brinn, at the Muller house. Back 
across the field they went, this time under 
the pale glow of dusk. 



he door was opened as soon as 
they stepped on to the porch. A 
girl stood in the doorway, 
outlined by the wash of light from 
inside. She was very pretty, with long black 
hair and dark eyes. She smiled at them. 
“Hello. My name is Brinn.” 

Lisa felt as if she had found an old 
friend. She shot a glance at her brother. He 
was staring at Brinn with his mouth 
slightly open like a dead fish. She poked 
him with her elbow as she stepped slightly 
forwards. “I’m Lisa,” she announced. “Aid 
this is my brother, Chris. We live in the 
blue house across the field.” 

Brinn nodded. “Come in.” 



She stepped back to allow Lisa and her 
brother inside. The interior was lit bv what 
seemed like hundreds of candles in 
gleaming brass candelabras. To one side of 
the living room was a polished wooden 
staircase rising up to a darkened second 
floor. “The electricity's not on yet.” Brinn 
explained. “My father’s gone into town to 
see if he can find a supermarket that is still 
open.” Brinn led them to a big. overstuffed 
sofa and motioned for them to have a seat. 

“I’m really glad you two came over." 
said Brinn as they sat down. "I always like 
to meet new people. Is this a nice 
neighbourhood?” 

“It’s OK,” answered Chris. He 
proceeded to tell Brinn about some of the 
other kids who lived nearby. 

“So,” Lisa asked Brinn when he 
finished, “where do you and t our dad 
come from?” 





“We move around a lot.” Brinn 
shrugged and laughed. "I can’t even 
remember where I was born anymore!” 
“Have you ever been to another 
country?” asked Chris. 

“Oh, yes. We used to live in Europe.” 
“Really?” asked Lisa, sitting forwards. 
“Whereabouts?” 

Brinn began telling them of all the 
different places she could remember 
visiting while she lived in Europe. Chris 
and Lisa listened in fascination. 

Suddenly, Lisa looked at her watch. 
They had been sitting here for more than 
two hours! It was almost nine o’clock. 
“Come on, Chris,” she said, getting to her 
feet. “We have to get home.” 

Brinn rose with them. “I’m glad we got 
to know each other. Thank you for coming 
over to see me.” 

Chris nodded. “Do you want to come 
over to our house tomorrow?” 

Brinn shook her head. “I’m sorry but I 
can't. I was very sick for a while, and my 
father wants me to stay inside and get as 
much rest as possible.” 

■'You're OK now, aren’t you?” asked Lisa 
with concern. 

“Oh, yes. Not one hundred percent, but 
better.” She smiled shyly. “It really helps to 
have someone to talk to.” 

“We can come back here tomorrow,” 
Chris offered. Lisa nodded in agreement. 

“That would be great,” Brinn said. 
"Why not come over tomorrow evening?” 
So tlu next night they returned to 
Biinn’s house. Lisa didn’t talk to Chris 
about it, but she could tell that he liked 
Brinn as much as she did. The girl was 
fairly quiet, hut she always had some 
interesting story to tell. Soon, it betaine a 
nightly ritual to go over to Brinn's house 



and sit in the living room, talking. They 
rarely saw Brinn’s father, but he didn’t 
seem to mind the constant company for his 
daughter. 



Lisa agreed and went back to her room. 
The rest of the night she managed to sleep 
without dreaming. 



ne night, after Lisa and Chris had 
t-jj returned home and gone to bed, 
" Tj Lisa had a horrible dream. She 
dreamed that Brinn was dying, 
and she was the only person who could 
help her. But for some reason, she was not 
able to. She watched helplessly as Brinn sat 
in the middle of her living room and slowly 
withered away. 






“Wow!” he practically yelled as he 
darted forwards into the room. Lisa 
pressed forwards to see, but Brinn stepped 
in front of her. 

“What was he so excited about?” she 
asked, puzzled. .411 she had seen was some 
rusty old plumbing sticking out of the wall. 

“You know how boys are,” Brinn 
answered, leading Lisa to another room. 

Before Lisa could ask her what she 
meant, Brinn had opened the door to the 
next room. Now it was Lisa’s turn to gasp 
in wonder. The room was lined with 
display cases. Each one had piles of jewels 
and necklaces and rings and everything 
else Lisa could imagine. It was just like her 
dream! She stepped forwards, hardly 
knowing where to start looking. 

“I’ll be right back,” Brinn said. She 
closed the door behind her, leaving Lisa in 
the room alone. 

Lisa lost herself in examining the wealth 
around her. She moved slowly from case to 
case, mesmerised by the treasures 
displayed. 



Lisa took a deep breath and plunged 
down the hall to the room where she had 
left her brother. The door was hanging on 
one hinge, and when she pushed it open it 
tore itself out of the frame with a screech 
and crashed to the floor. Lisa jumped back 
in fear, too startled to speak. The room was 
empty. The walls in here had nearly 
collapsed, and bits of plumbing were 
revealed like the bones of a corpse. For 
some reason, there were round pastry tins 
nailed to the walls, with old pieces of rags 
hanging next to them. 



Iter a while, she thought of Chris. 
Then she looked around the 
room in confusion. She had a 
strong feeling that something was 
wrong. “Chris?” she asked in a soft voice. 
Then she ran for the door. “Chris!” 

She Hung the door open and froze. The 
ball was dark and smelled of damp plaster. 
The shining candelabras were gone, and in 
their place were single candles set on the 
Hour. The painted walls were actually 
covered with laded, peeling wallpaper. 








“Chris!” Lisa yelled. “Chris! Where are 
you?” Then her mouth snapped shut, as 
she heard a loud crash upstairs. 

“Lisa!” her brother screamed from 
somewhere above her. “Get out of there!” 
Heart pounding, breath coming in short 
gasps, Lisa ran from the room. She turned 
down the hall towards the living room. The 
scenery had changed here as well. The 
fine, rich furniture was just old boxes of 
rubbish! She wanted her brother! What was 
happening to him? “Chris!” she screamed 
as her eyes darted around the room. 

Then she saw it. The true form of the 
sofa. It was a coffin, set in the middle of the 
room like a prized possession. Curled up 
on one end of it was a withered skeleton 
wearing the clothes that Brinn’s father 
had been wearing. Lisa stared at the 
clothes, trying to accept what her 
mind was telling her. To her 
horror the coffin lid 
began to rise. 



As she edged towards the door, a whiskered 
snout pushed its wav out from under the 
lid. This w as followed by the biggest rat she 
had ever imagined. It perched on the edge 
of the coffin and stared at her. 

She saw' movement out of the corner of 
her eye and whipped her head around to 
look at the staircase. Her brother staggered 
into view. “Chris!” she screamed. 

He turned towards her and her heart 
seemed to stop. The left side of his shirt 
w'as covered with blood. It seemed to sprat 
from a wound in his throat. He saw his 
sister and pointed to the door. “Run!” he 
said in a hoarse voice. 

Then Brinn pounced into view'. She was 
taller and older now, about the age of their 
mother. Her mouth was smeared with 
blood, and she advanced on Chris with 
hunger in her eyes. 

Lisa’s legs buckled, and her vision swam 
in and out of focus. Another scream from 
her brother jerked her head up. Brinn was 
standing over him, her mouth fastened on 
his neck. 

“No,” Lisa whispered. Then, 

“No!” She scrambled to her feet and bolted 
for the door. She wrenched it open and 
practically flew off the porch and into l lie 
field. Sobbing and choking, she somehow 
made it across the field to her house. She 
fumbled at the doorknob, then thrust 
herself inside. 

She stopped in complete confusion. She 
was back inside the Muller house! I he 
door creaked shut behind her. and 
slowly turned to look. 

Brinn stood there, smiling with 
teeth. Her fangs gleamed in the light of tl 
candles as she bent over and dui< lied I isa. 
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OUR HAUNTED W3RLD 



Get ready to be scared 
out of your wife because 
we’re in spooky France... 



The Vbsiqnary Count 



%Back in the 1 8th century, Count Alessandro Cagliostro was 
fascinated by the bizarre and the strange. He used potions 
Sg||$fe’d crystals to help heal the sick and believed that the 
-^ letters in anyone’s name could be used to tell their future. 
|||&is; method proved frighteningly accurate. He correcdy 
Tp^aicted that King Louis XVI would have a violent death at 
file age of 38; that his wife, Marie 
i Antoinette, would be ‘prematurely 
• wrinkled through sorrow’, that slie JB 
/ would be imprisoned and finally lose B|| 
her head on the guillotine. 

Banished from France after being 
framed for the theft of a necklace, /;■ f /mL' toia 

Caglipstro continued his predictions -J 

in feme, where a worried French 
diplomat reported him. The count 
s was imprisoned and tortured, but 

he refused to retract any of his Sjj^M 
predictions, all of which ^^^B 
turned out to be true. - 



Channel 



Calvados 

Castle 



Death Down the Wire 

In 1984, an electric storm (like the one above) brought 
death down the wire’ to two unlucky people in Toulous 
When lightning hit a telephone wire, a fireman - who 
was on the phone to a colleague about storm damage - 
literally got it in the ear and died. Another girl who wat 
calling her boyfriend was fatally ‘knocked out’/Though 
it is a rare occurrence, telephone wires can occasionally 
conduct all the power of an electric storm and, deliver a 
deadly shock to whoever is at the end of the line! 



\ Things That Go Bump 



Toulouse 



Calvados Castle in Normandy (below) was the 
scene of such serious poltergeist activity in 
1875-6 that its owners were driven from their 
feme! Banging noises at night, the sounds of 
someone racing up and down stairs, ear- 
• splitting trumpet blasts and 



a woman 

apparently screaming for help meant that 
H *3 i ■ the residents got no sleep at all. The cries of 
m / * „ a woman sobbing and the loud notes of a 

locked-up organ being played added to the 
f if unease of the residents. And, as if all that were 

not enough, furniture and other items were 
often thrown about the castle by unseen forces. 
When various ceremonies to exorcise the troublesome 
poltergeist had no effect, the owners sold the 1 Oth- 
century castle and moved away. The spirit causing all 
the bother was believed to be a previous owner, an angry 
woman who kept coming home to 
cause havoc. Whoever it was, 
there’s no doubt that any house - IK 
even a big castle - which has a I 
poltergeist can seem very crowded! 







Dead Fluffy! 



6 The horrified boys peeped 
next door. The rabbit hutch 
was empty. So was the garage - 
at least the neighbours were out! 



7 They got to work shampooing the rabbit, 
then blow-drying its long hair. Afterwards, 
it looked a lot fresher - like a sleeping 
rabbit, not a dead one! 



John was staying near Paris with 
his pen-pal, Pierre... J 



I He got on well with the whole family, 
and even made friends with their 
elderly Rottweiler, Bonbon. 



2 The next door neighbours didn't 
like dogs, but were very fond A 
of Frou-frou, their daughter's /M 
large white rabbit. A/\ 



9 Happy with their 
cover-up job, they 
waited for Pierre's 
parents to come 
home. But they 
arrived looking very 
puzzled. The 
neighbours had justy 
told them that 
some sick person 
had dug up their \1K 
pet rabbit, who'd 
died and been 
buried two /Qtt 

days before... //j| I 



8 They sneaked into the next 
door garden and placed 
Frou-frou in its hutch. 



4 The boys got so wrapped 
up in a new computer 
game that they didn't see 
Bonbon go into 
the garden. 6 j m 



5 He came in 
half an hour 
later and dropped 
/ O ©\ a very 
..Of dead 

Frou-frou 
H mg at their 
Bn feet. 



3 One morning, the boys were left 
alone in the house. Pierre's parents 
asked them to keep an eye on Bonbon 



^|...and as if that hadn't 
I %#been bad enough, the 
sicko thought it funny to give 
poor old Frou-frou a wash 
and brush up! 
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TREASURE 
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Evidence no: 49/3 

, Oak Island , 



February 1980 
The treasure has 
^^^heen found. It was dug 
^up 200 years ago, to he 
precise - by the man who put 
it there in the first place! 

This is what Pit expert 
Rupert Furneaux believes 
happened.. He’s certain that Sir 
Henry Clinton, who was in 
charge of the British forces in 
America around 1780, built 
the Pit as a hiding place for 
war funds in his keeping. 

-He recovered the stash before 
returning to England. 

Explorers are outraged. 
“Captain Kidd built the Pit and 
the treasure is still there. We 
will carry on hunting,” one said. - 
According to Furneaux, 

Kidd’s days as a pirate were long 
gone by 1780. Furneaux claims 
the Pit designer was too clever 
to be a pirate and Kidd would 
never have had the men or the 
time. He believes that it took 
100 men six months to build! 



Special Investigatio n File: 4 9, 



Evidence no: 49/1 

The Money Pit 



Place: Oak Island, Nova Scotia 
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CAN YOU CRACK THE CODE? 



] 8ft (30 m). foil 

I JitS belmi tin fowl, 



>Ev/d ence „ 0: 4 



CONCLUSION 

The story of the Money Pit is one of the 
most frustrating yet fascinating mysteries of 
all time. Despite enormous efforts from 
teams of explorers, the treasure remains as 
elusive as ever. Only one thing is for certain. 
Whoever built the Money Pit must have had 
something to hide. 
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Evidence no: 49/2 

The mysterious stone 
inscription 
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Oak platform 
at every 10ft 



Mysterious stone 



Flood tunnel 



Wood and iron 



letters 'v.i- 



Flood tunnel 



Underground 



Camera: treasure 
chests and a 
severed hand? 



223ft/ 

68m 



Divers sent to 
this level 

















Retold from a story by Charles Dickens 



I t was Christmas Eve when Jacob Marley ^ 
died. Ebenezer Scrooge was the only 
mourner at his funeral. But over the 
next seven years, Scrooge barely gave his 
dead business partner a thought. He did 
not even remove his name from the sign 
over the door of their countin g house . He 
was too tight-fisted to waste paint on it. 

Hard and sharp as flint, Scrooge was a 
gras ping, secretive, solitary old miser. His 
cold heart had made his thin lips blue and 
his walk stiff, yet real weather did not affect 
him. No amount of warmth from the sun on 
a summer’s day could cheer him. Nor could 
any bitter wind chill him further. No one 
stopped him in the middle of the street to 
y, with a smile, “My dear 
Scrooge, how are you?” 



Beggars did not bother him, children ran 
away from him, even the dogs of blind men 
led their masters out of his path. 

But what did Scrooge care! He had no 
time for people, only money. 



O ne Christmas Eve, Scrooge was 
sitting in his counting house, busily 
arranging money loans and debt 
repayments. It was cold and bleak outside - 
and not much better inside. Scrooge kept 
the smallest of fires in his office and always 
refused the requests of his poor clerk, Bob 
Cratchit, for more coal. 

“A merry Christmas, Uncle! God save 
you!” cried a cheerful voice suddenly. It was 
the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who was 
entering the office. His eyes twinkled and 
his cold cheeks were blushed with good 
cheer. 

“Bah!” said Scrooge, “ Humbu g!” 
“Christmas a humbug, my dear 
Uncle! You cannot mean that,” said 
Scrooge’s nephew. 

“I most certainly do,” replied 
Scrooge. “What right have you to be 
merry? You’re poor enough.” 

“Then what right have you to be 
angry? You’re wealthy enough!” returned 
Scrooge’s nephew good-naturedly. 

“What else can 1 be when I live in such a 
world of fools?” snapped Scrooge. “What is 







Christmas time but a way of spending 
money you don’t have. I wish every fool 
who is happy at Christmas could be 
boiled with his own Christmas pudding 
and buried with a stake of holly through 
his heart!” 

“Come now, Uncle. Christmas is a 
time for good. It is a kind and 
forgiving and charitable time. I 
say, God bless it!" 

Scrooge’s poor clerk dared to 
applaud for a moment. 

“One more sound from you. 

Bob Cratchit,” yelled Scrooge, 

“and you’ll start Christmas without a job.” 

“Calm down, Uncle, and please come to ^ 
dinner with us tomorrow,” said Scrooge’s 
smiling nephew. 

“No,” replied the miser firmly. 

“But we would love you to be there.” 

“Pah. Love is the only thing in the world 
more ridiculous than a merry Christmas. 
Good afternoon, Sir.” 

“We have no quarrel, Uncle. Why cannot 
we be friends?” 

“Good afternoon, Sir,” said Scrooge 
again, even more fiercely. 

His nephew turned and left, still 
cheerful despite his uncle’s bad temper. 




S hortly afterwards, two rich gentlemen 
walked into the office. They greeted 
the clerk, then turned to Scrooge. 

“At this festive season, Mr Scrooge, we 
try to help the poor. It is a time when want 
is most keenly felt. Thousands are in need 
of the most basic comforts.” 

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge. 
“Plenty of prisons, far too many in fact,” 
sighed one of the gentlemen. 

“Are the workhouses still in operation?” 
demanded Scrooge. 

“I’m afraid to say they are,” responded 
the other gentleman grimly. 




“What a great relief!” cried Scrooge. 
“For a moment I feared that something had 
stopped their useful work.” 

The two wealthy gentlemen glanced at 
each other and then one spoke. 

“So as we were just saying, Mr Scrooge, 
we are raising a fund in order to buy food 
and clothing for the poor. What would you 
like to contribute?” 

“I would just like to be left alone,” said 
Scrooge. “I don’t make merry myself at 
Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle 
people merry. That’s what workhouses and 
prisons are for.” 

“But Sir, many would rather die than 
endure life in those awful places,” protested 
one of the gentlemen. 

“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, 
“they had better do it, and decrease the 
surplus population." 

“But Mr Scrooge...” 

“It’s really not my business,” Scrooge 
interrupted. “It’s quite enough for a man to 
understand his own business. There is no 
need at all to interfere in other people’s. My 
business occupies me constantly. Good 
afternoon, gentlemen!” 

Seeing clearly that further argument was 
useless, the gentlemen withdrew. 

Scrooge resumed his labours as the fog 
and darkness thickened outside. Apart from 
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warning off a group of carol singers, he 
stayed at his desk until the evening. Then 
he reluctantly shut the office. 

“You’ll want ALL day off tomorrow, I 
suppose?” growled Scrooge to his clerk. 

“If that's quite convenient, Sir,” replied 
the poor clerk. 

“It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and 
it’s certainly not fair paying a day’s wages 
for no work.” 

The clerk observed that this happened 
only once a year. 

“A poor excuse for picking a 
man’s pocket every twenty-fifth of 
December!” said the miserly 
Scrooge. “I expect you to be 
back at your desk all the earlier 
the next morning!” 



S crooge sat all alone over a 
frugal meal in the same 
dreary tavern that he alway: 
visited. He spent the long evening 
reading newspapers and checking 
bank books before going home to bed. He 
lived in gloomy chambers that had once 
belonged to his dead partner, Jacob Marley. 
They were in a grim building inhabited by 
no one except Scrooge himself. 

As Scrooge reached out to open the 
front door, he gasped. The knocker, a lump 
of plain black iron, had changed its shape. 
Now it looked exactly like the face of 
Marley. As Scrooge stared in shock, the face 
disappeared and became the knocker again. 
Scrooge blinked in disbelief a number of 
times and shook his head violently. 

“Bah! Humbug!” he shouted, entering 
the building and slamming the door hard. 
The crash resounded through the house 
like thunder. Scrooge was not a man to be 
frightened by echoes or fanciful visions. 
Still, he was a little uneasy as he entered his 
rooms and locked himself in for the night. 



Then he glanced at the old servants’ bell 
that hung in the corner and was astonished 
to see it begin to swing all by itself. 

At first, the bell swung gently. But then 
the swing became greater so that the bell 
rang out loudly. The sound was followed by 
a loud, clanking noise from the cellars. It 
gradually rose up through the house. 

“It’s humbug still!” said Scrooge. But as 
the clanking sound got closer and closer, 
the colour drained from his thin cheeks. 



S uddenly something flew 
into the room. Scrooge 
nearly fainted with fright. 
It was the ghost of his former 
colleague Jacob Marley. 

Scrooge had heard many 
people say of Marley that he 
had no heart. Now it seemed to 
be true. Marley was transparent 
- Scrooge could see right through 
him. But the ghost was wrapped in 
large, heavy chain. It was made of 
cash boxes, keys, padlocks, accounts books 
and heavy purses, all of solid steel. 

Scrooge felt the ghost’s death-cold eyes 
staring right at him. 

“What do you want with me?” he asked, 
his voice trembling. 

“Much!” replied the ghost. 

“You’re not even real!” Scrooge said in a 
voice that sounded more bold than he felt. 

At this, the spirit gave a frightful cry and 
shook its metal chain. 1 his made such an 
appalling noise that Scrooge fell on his 
knees and clasped his hands in front of his 
face as though praying. 

“Have mercy!” Scrooge cried. “1 believe! 
I believe in you, oh dreadful apparition.” 
“Listen, Ebenezer. I made this chain in 
life, of my own free will,” said the ghost. 
“Perhaps you would care to know about your 
own chain? It was already the same length 







word Power. 



counting house - an office where people 

give out loans, collect debt repayments, 

count money etc 

grasping - greedy 

humbug - rubbish; nonsense 

want - lack of money, possessions etc; 

poverty 

workhouses - grim, prison-like institutions 
where the poor once lived and worked 
reluctantl y - unwillingly 
frugal - containing little; meagre 
fanciful - imaginary; unreal 






as mine seven Christmases ago. But I am 
sorry to say that it has grown a very great 
deal since then!” 

“Tell me more. Speak comfort to me, 
|acob,” begged Scrooge. 

“I have none to give,” the ghost replied. 
“I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linge 
anywhere. When alive, I never roamed 
beyond the world of money and our 
counting house. But now, in death, I 
must travel forever. I have no rest, 
no peace, just the constant 
torture of guilt.” 

“But you were always a 
good man of business, 

Jacob,” said Scrooge. 

“Of business!” 



Hearing this sad cry, Scrooge started to 
shake rapidly. 

“Hear me!” cried the ghost. “You will be 
haunted by three spirits. Expect the first 
when the bell tolls one o’clock. Without 
their visits, you cannot hope to escape the 
same dreadful fate as me.” 



T he ghost flew out of the window. 
Scrooge looked out after him. The 
air was filled with phantoms, each 
wearing a chain like Marley’s ghost. Some 
chains were short, some monstrously long. 
Scrooge recognised several of the ghosts. 
All were wailing in misery. 

Eventually the creatures faded, leaving- 
only mist. Scrooge tried to say “humbug!”, 
but the word simply would not come out. 
Overcome by both terror and fatigue, he fell 
straight into his cold bed. 
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What a Coincidence! 





There's a story about British 
actor Anthony Hopkins when 
he was about to start filming 
The Girl from Pefrovka - , based 
on the novel by George Feifer. 

The octor had checked all his 
local bookshops, but couldn't 
find o copy of the novel 
anywhere. Then, one day he 
spotted a book left on o bench 
in the London Underground. 

He picked it up - it wos a copy 
of ’The Girl from Pefrovka'! But 
the story doesn't end there. 

LOST AND FOUND 
On the set of the film, the author, 
George Feifer, complained to 
Hopkins that he hod lent his own 
copy of the novel to a friend in 
London, who had carelessly lost 
if. His copy hod 
his handwritten 
notes in the 
margins. When 
Anthony Hopkins 
showed Feifer 
the copy he had 
found, they were 
amazed to 
discover that it was 
.Feifer's personal 
copy. 

What o 

coincidence! In fact, 
some people would 
soy that this was 
more than just a simple coincidence. 
They would claim it wos o cose of 
’meaningful coincidence'. Anthony 
Hopkins needed a copy of the book, 
the author needed his notes - and 
the book found' its woy bock. 



CHANCE IN A MILLION 
What mokes meaningful 
coincidence different from 
chance? Chance is what happens 
if your lottery numbers come up - 
it moy be o billion to one chonce, 
but it is still chonce. If, on the 
other hand, you suddenly change 
your normal numbers because a 
series of events has drawn your 
attention to some different 
numbers and then they come up, 
that is o meaningful coincidence. 



▲ FANCY MEETING YOU! 
Ever been bowled over 
by the sheer coincidence 
of it all? Is there a 
cosmic joker at work? 



COSMIC COINCIDENCE 
When coincidences cluster together 
or influence decisions we moke, 
some people believe that they ore o 
part of a ’cosmic’ pattern - a force 
beyond our understanding. The 
famous psychiatrist Carl Jung colled 
this ’synchronicity' and said that it 
involved events that inexplicably 
happened at the same time and 
therefore seemed to be linked. 



The psychiatrist Carl Jung 
(above) and Nobel 
physicist Wolfgang Pauli 
(right) wrote about 
synchronicity together: 
they believed in it but 
couldn't explain it. 





COINCIDENCE OR WHAT? 
It can be hard to tell the difference 
between normal coincidence and 
’meaningful’ coincidence. If you meet 
someone with the some name and same 
age os yourself, this is probably just because 
the name wos popular of the time you 
were both born. If the similarities go 
deeper, however, you moy be talking 
meaningful coincidence. 
Take the case of Albert and Betty 
Cheetham, who met Albert and Betty Rivers 
on holiday. Both couples were in their 
seventies ond discovered that they had 
both been married ot 2pm on August 15, 
1942. Each hod two sons born in 1943 and 
1945. Both men hod worked for the 
railways and both women for the Post 
Office. Both women had lost their 
engagement rings and wore watches with 
identical antique bracelets. 

Even if this isn't o 
’meaningful' 
coincidence it certainly 
is a mega one! 

< LINKED LIVES 
Albert Rivers and 
Betty Cheetham 
after discovering 
the string of 
coincidences that 
linked their lives. 



A SMALL WORLD 
Albert Cheetham with Betty Rivers: the final 
coincidence that brought them together was 
booking the same holiday in Tunisia 



A ALL IN THE STICKS 
A handful of I Ching sticks ready to be 
thrown. How will they land? Will it be 
chance or meaningful coincidence? 



INTO THE FUTURE 
There is an ancient Chinese method 
of fortune telling that is based on a 
belief in meaningful coincidence. 
Masters of I Ching 
throw sticks or 
coins, and then 
'read' the pattern 
they moke when 
they foil. As o 
reference, they 
look up sayings in 
the book of 
I Ching. The 
soyings answer the 
questions of the 
person whose 
fortune is being 
told - not directly, 
but by offering 
advice that he or she can use to 
make decisions. 

Do the sticks foil by chance? People 
who believe in i Ching claim that 
they ore ’destined’ or influenced to 
foil in the way they do, ond it is this 
that makes the soyings relevant. 

TRIAL BY DIARY 
Here is one way to put the power of 
coincidence to the test. Note down 
on y significant events in a 
coincidence diary. As time goes by 
you will be able to see if a pattern 
of events emerges, or if a series of 
events will help you make a 
decision about the future. 






STOjNY STORY 



Put these six stone tablets in the 
correct order to find the full story 
behind these ruins. 



One way through the weed will lead the divers 
to the submerged city. The other will lead them* ^ 
into the clutches of on 'orrible octopus. Help them 
> pick the right route. Is it A or D? 



PICKtHE pieces 



Look at all the pieces lying beside this 
ancient, broken vase. Only four are needed 
to moke it whole again. Which ore they? 
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SECRET SIGjNS 



Phantom Pac ts 



The decoration on this ancient piece of 
jewellery (left) contains hidden letters for 
you to find. Once you have found them, 
rearrange them to name a legendary 'lost' 
place. 



On England's Suffolk coast, the sea has claimed 
much of the former medieval port of Dunwich. Now 
gravestones, even churches, lie underwater and 
legend has it that, from time to time, bells have 
been heard ringing eerily from beneath the waves. 
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Death, disease and even torture 
surrounded early expeditions that set 
out in vain to find the famed, 
fabulous gold of El Dorado. 






LIFE oifeeatH decision 



Two explorers hove found port of o lost city. Bur it's 
full of danger. The first man is safely clear. But his 
partner has accidentally triggered a death-trap. 
Where he stands could open up and engulf him, any 
second, in a jet of steam. Yet the pit is too wide for 
him to jump. How con he escape? 
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3 x 18 + 12 • + = , il( 
5.25 + 10.75x0-6 + 26 



81 + 13 + 4 - 9.5 7 

17x9- 132 +11 = ? 
7x5+6=? 
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MySTEl^W 

Solve the sums carved in the wall behind 
the female archaeologist. Each answer 
corresponds with one square on the map. 
Plot the answers - the first number of your 
answer reads down, the second across. The 
first sum has been plotted to help you get 
started. For each answer you work out, 
draw a point in the square, then join up the 
points to the missing treasure. The centre of 
the x marks the spot! 
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